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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

Some of Orrick Johns' country rhymes, Sara Tcasdale's best 
love songs, Edna Millay's wistful little lyrics, have this 
quick pang in them which Miss Widdemer's just miss. It 
is a thing difficult to define, but it makes all the difference. 

H. M. 

IRONICS LIGHT AND DARK 

Ironica, by Donald Evans. Nicholas L. Brown, New York. 
Like a proud parrot preening his feathers is the art of 
Donald Evans — smooth, showy, adroit; fifth-generation trop- 
ical chained to a northern perch. Its ornamental green-and- 
scarlet, though a bit quaint in these after-the-war days, has 
not quite lost its flare — let us shake the dust off one or two 
Ironica to prove it : 

Her breath suspired in a little sigh. 
Of plausive aspect, with upturned eye, 
She begged a boon from Him on high — 
A softer breeze for her butterfly. 

Or this one: 

He held his stick as though it were a sword ; 
He held his head as though he were the Word ; 
He held his mouth as though he had been heard; 
He held his eyes as though naught had occurred. 

The irony is not always so light as this; in fact, At the 
Bar, the twenty-four-page poem which opens the book, 
misses the poignancy of tragic narrative by only a hair's- 
breadth — perhaps by only a certain deft elegance of touch, as 
though one should search a battlefield in a dress-suit. The 
end of the story is just a bit too neatly turned for the larger 
amenities of perfect art. 
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Ironies Light and Dark 

Almost Mr. Evans persuades us back into the fin-de-siecle 
nineties. Yet he is aware of the new era — far-faintly aware 
of change. For he greets it at the end of this book in this 
Bonfire of Kings: 

Kingship is passing down the yellow road, 

And crowns are dangling from the willow tree; 

Royalty flees to seek a last abode 

With the other outcasts of eternity. 

The palaces are burning, for bad kings 

Have brought the breaking of the whitest dream 

That man has ever dreamt — imaginings 

That bathed the throne with a diviner gleam. 

The mob is jigging to a ribald air 

That mocks the dying pulse of sovereignty; 

Humanity is singing everywhere 

All men are equal. Dupes of democracy! 

In a small pamphlet, The Art of Donald Evans (N. L. 
Brown), Cornwall Hollies plays up his subject with rather 
naive exaggeration. H. M. 

JOURNEYMEN POETS 

The Madman, by Kahlil Gibran. Alfred A. Knopf. 
Lanterns in Gethsemane, by Willard Wattles. E. P. Dut- 

ton & Co. 
A Fat/iily Album, by Alter Brody. B. W. Huebsch. 
Outcasts in Beulah Land, by Roy Helton. Henry Holt 

& Co. 
City Tides, by Archie Austin Coates. George H. Doran Co. 

"There be books that I have heard praised, and that 
highly" — I am tempted to apply to certain volumes Hamlet's 
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